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now that I find you out and make you the most
generous offer that any man in my position could
make, you turn on me and imply that I am treating
you harshly/'

"You are making an absurd fuss/' she said,
trying to change the tone of the conversation; "to
hear you talk, one would think you had spent all
your life in a cathedral close. Don't you know how
people live? Of course you do. You don't refuse to
go to Chevron because you know that Harry
Tremaine is Lucy's lover, or refuse to dine with
, . ." but here again the name is so august
that out of respect for the printer it must again
pass unrecorded. "So why, when I'm concerned,
behave as though we were living in eighteen-
fifty? Because I'm your wife, I suppose," she
scoffed, feeling meanwhile as though she were
squealing with terror in a trap.

Something in her imitation of his pompous
manner provoked a physical anger in him, an
exasperation such as is aroused by a blow on the
elbow; he took her by the wrists and shook her
backwards and forwards, casting her finally down
upon her bed. Gasping, shaken, she gazed at him
in speechless terror; violence was an element that
had never entered into her conception of life. The
luxurious room, the soft bed, the silken coverlet,
all gave the lie to such primitive conduct. In a
world where manners were everything, what was
left to cling to, once manners had gone by the
board? once men began to treat their women as
women, not as ladies? George himself was almost